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ſeller and Stationer,, Corner of Bricge- 
ſtreet, where Country Chapmen may be 
ſupplied with Hiſtories, Manuals, Pri- 
mers, Spelling-books, large, & ſmall. Pic- | 
tur*s, plain or painted, Ballads, and every 
| other Article in ti.e Bookſe"ing and Stati- 
onary Buſineſs, on mk Teras n at 
— any e Shop. - = 
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' LUKE C INIT Gosr. | 


J I de time piece * cumito the < IK 
Defardinsburn'd"blue in dir ſockets; _ 
V ven Reraw and T:heourfeves, _ 
De bottle took out of our Pockets: 
De Stiff was betuxt where we Fo 4 
As blind as the box of a pedler; 
We drank to his helt for alf dat, . 
While we curſt de neck - hamp'ring ee, 
Dat ſrud upon de green clot, bodgered poor 
— Luke's Nags. out of "court, and took away 
his precious life, for de valiation of 'a 
few hutp-back'd Williamites, and a bloody a 
-queen Anne's tefler, your ſou!! 4 
We look'dd at him once, den ſat down, 
And ſqib'd it til greef made us mellow; 
© No bull-dog dat barks in de town, _ 
- *Conld ever ſecure de poor fellow; 
For when be de ſcruff of de neck, 
"You know, in Ram-alley, dey pin'd him; 
Vo ͤdey had de mob at dir beck, 
Who would, in a griffee, have ſkin'd him. 
He iquar d up to de two Bailies, tẽp'd one 
ef dem a loving ſqeeze; den gave him a cut 
of bread and butter over de elbow, and a 
dack ſpang in de mazzard, dat made bis day- 
lights dance to de tune of de old cow and de 
— ſer him a ſpining like a whirligig, 
ond. laid kim . Jour ſoul; amongſt de 


Cig ty 
, mudlarks, where he flept like-e: daily Me 
den tip'd de oder a long- arm leg. wid a Gig 

in de ſmellers, dat: laid him on his face in a 


foundling manufacturing poſtur, when he 
gave dem leg bail: for his appearance at da- 


% 


next crak: neck afſembly, be de hoky! 


On a ſudden de: wind ſhook de houſe, 
De devil was taught in a hurry. 
Dat ſtruck us as mute as a _— 
Id blew.in a damnable flurry: 
But making a pitiful moan, . 
. We foon ſaw. de poor 8 W 
De duſt caſe he view'd wid a groan, . 
To fee himſelf in dat condiſnuin. 
His eyes- were ſwell'd in his brain-Doxz. 
like two ſcalded gooſe- berries in a mutton- 
tart; his face look'd for all de world Ike de 
rotten rump of a Thomas · ſtreet blue-arſe, and 
his grinders: rattled. in his jaw - wags, like 4 
pair of white headed fortune-tellers-1 in an el 
2 Bane: haker's bone bee. Th 
dh !* boys, don't be frekend'd,” fis lie, 
* Tis luke, your poor friend, dats cum to 
vou; 
* 13 me you bot ſhortly will be, 
Ge. For de 8 will ſurely undo you; 
„80 fore all Jour coppers are fpint, - 
© Take warning in time, as l charge v 
* On your marrow bones down and 1 0 | 
„ And take de advice of de Clargy:?® ) 


But n know, is whathe didaet TY 


We: 


| C24) 5 
bimlelf; for he was ſteel in de dart blood te 
de back bone, flint in de nuckle- da bhers, 


_ - Manley's mettle in his lims, your ſoul! every 
inch of him, and he died hard, like . n 


5 e on a game Tueſd ey. 


| Sis he,—** T've got one ting to ſay.— 

Lou know One- ey'd Bid of de ay J 
De heffer was mine on de lay. 

_** Kaſe why, we were bot made to tally, 
De dog-days aint over wid her; 
I fear dat you bot will be at her; 
But don't, your ſouls ! don't!“ This is 

to be.ſpokn) _ 

For if but an inch dat you ſtir, 
De devil your wig-blocks ſhall batter, 
And white-waſh de wall wid your brains. 


Oh! ſhe was my own hearts delight, 
** For her on the padroul l ſcemper'd ; 
And do dat fhe ſrem'd in a fright, 
_* On de day my poor gullet was hamper'd 
*% Yet now dat my herts dead and gone, 
s, your ſouls! ther was gever a bolder,) 

_ ** I ſee that ſhe looks out far one, 
| ©. To cumfurt her fore ſhe grows older, 
And make her forget all her greefe. 
Oh! tell her, den, not to forget, 
Poor Luke, if ſhe vallies her carcaſe: 
Ir taunt her, bekaſe of my det, 
De minit | ſec dat de dark is.“ 
In a flaſh as he vaniſh'd away, 


Wid a ſagh to: Four ir- pumps he beckasel: 


. 


(2. "my - 


M's * 
We bot toak de culler of clay, 
Kaſe why, we were bloodily freckin's. - 
No wonder Oh! murder! 3 ta 


| Ark of de barb'rous finis dat he tre-tend'd- 


us wid: But dere needed no operation to 


cum to telt us dat, for let us when we will 


upon the padding courſe, Neck-lace is de 
word! and we muſt all be in at de e pos 
in de end. 
Den hearing a Mesh at the door, . 

Our tipple was quickly prevented; 1 
Our barkers, do ruſty were ſure, 

We tut dat MKinly had ſcented 3 

We prim'd, and as fure as 4 gun, 


Thro' de key hole we peep'd at de pinners; 3. 


Den out of de window we run, 

And left dem to laugh at dir winners; 
But den, boys, twas no ſhame to rake te 
our ſcrapers— neck or noting was de word! 
and you know we diſvaltid dem in de regard 


of fair play, dats man to man—Riff, and 
ſtout— tree down anoder cum No Pegs, 
Your . below de pale © 


* * ——_——— % ; F ' * —— 
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DE I AINHAM MINIT. 
HEN to ſee Luke's liſt jig we agreed, 
We tip'd all our Gripes in a e 


And mounted our trotlers wid peed, 


To ſquint at de Snub as he'd dangle, . _ 
For he w was de (mart on de Cap, 


h ( 6 by | 
He boozl'd de Bull das and pinners, 1 
And when dat he mill'd a fat flap, 
He me-ri-ly, melted.de winner, 
Io ſnack wid de boys of de Pad. 440 
in a Giffe we blink ' d at de Spud, 0 
Where de Quod ids glum-Phiz- did exhibit, < 


* 


Wid & Facer ve coddled our Blood. 40 
For de Wind id blows cold from the Gibbet; 
De boy he had travelbd afore, A 


Like Rattlers weatter. him peg'd it; 

For to miſs us would greeve him full ſore, 

Bekaſe why, as a favour he begg!d-It, _ 
We'd tip-him de Fivs "fore his. Det. 

When we came to de Man-trap,.'and N 

Door Luke look fo biue in de Gabbard ; 

Joo fave him Ftautl could draw, 

Me Toaſter from out of de Scabbard: 

* Oh! Luky,“ ſis I, do you ſee! 0 

** Be de Iron and Steel in my Daddle, 

lf I taut I could once ſet you free, 

De ſcarlets ſhould ſmoke in dir Saddles, 

'_*%* Your. Gullet to ſave from de Nooſe; 
*. Your Soul! Pd fight blood to 1 

Fou know it, I wou'd to content you; 

%* But foul play I always diſpiſe, - 
Dat's for One for to fall upon ur. 
Sis he, PTis my fate for to die, 

* I knowd:4d when I was commited; 
But yet, if de Slang you run iy, 


* The hft Line of every Verſe to be. 
_ in the Newggis TIO" 


Vb "4 7 44 17 75 
od De öder may {till be outwitted, ns OE 
| * And I ſcout again on FR 
© When 1 dance tw'xt de Ert and de Skies 
« 10 Clargy may bleat for de Strugler; 
% Rut when on de Ground your friend lies, 
„Oh! tip me a Snig in the Jugler; 
„Oh! you know dat it is my laſt Hope, 
As de Surgints of Otomy tel us; 
Pat when 'm cut down from de N - 
®* You'll bring back de Puff to me Bellows, 
And ſet me, once more, on me Pins.“ 
He finiſh'd dis Speech wid a Sigh! 
We ſaw de poor Fellow was fanking ; - 
De Drizzle ſtole down from his Eye, 
Tho' we taut he had got better Spunk in; 
Wid a Tip of de Slang f we reply*d. 
And a Blinker dat Nobody noted; 
De Clirgy ſtept down from his Side, 
And de Gabbard from under him floated, 
Oh! be de Hoky, id was den dat me 
| Claret run cold. 
Pads foremaſt he div©d, and den tound, 
He caper d de Kilmainham Minit; 
But ſenn when he lay on de Ground, 
Our Buſineſs we taut to begin id: 
Wid de Stiff to the Sebeen we hied. 5 
But Det had ſhut faſt ev ry Gmderg ; 
His Brain- box hung all one- Side. 
And no Diſtiller's Pig could be blinder; 


. + The Singer at this Part is to put the © 
F * of his Right Hand on his Nols. 


4 N * bg 


Zut dat, vou know, is what we ; muſt 
all cam to. 

His Puſhing: block piſſy came in, 
From tipping de Tiottler Duſting; 
Her Stuff- ſnop was up fo ker Chi, 
Like a cram'd Fowl wid Tengerne(s buſting: 5 
We lent him a Snig. as he ſaid, | 
On de Jugler, tis here dat de mark is; 
Büt ſoon as we found bim quite ded, 
In de Duſt caſe we hundled his Carcaſe, a 

And gave him a bloody long Leaſe ok 
de ſanctified Sod in de Gela, | 
. 11 - 
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IT Juft cube by W. GOGG GIN, 
i A new Edition of the 15 N 
UNIVERSAL SPELLING- -BOOK, . 
Ptice One Britiſh Shilling. 9 

v» hich Le- will fell by Wholeſale at the loweſt 
Dublin Prices. 72 


Alſo, NANCY COCK's pretty Song Book, : 
Price One halt- penny. 9 8 TOY 


| The High ſt Price for OLD BOOKS. | 


